KERB  is  FREEDOM

"I can't tell you." He twisted in the arms of the slaves.
" I can't." He wailed. " Let me go."

Then she saw the blood matted on his head. "You're
hurt."

He shook his head as if he could throw the wound off.
"Nothing. Let me go. I've spoilt everything. It was mad
of me to come. Look at me. I'm drunk."

She stood back and studied him with slow, pitying eyes.
To his strained vision her eyes seemed opening wider and
wider, dilating with petals of light.

"I love you," he said, very distinctly, and fainted.

OBSESSED with the consequences of Caesar's death, everyone
had forgotten the body of Caesar dead. But three slaves,
who had hidden behind the pillars of a portico, came out
after a while and entered the Curia. They saw their
butchered master, and stood lamenting round the corpse,
afraid to touch it. At length they gathered courage, draped
it with the rent purple gown, and lifted it reverently. They
bore it out, and, choosing the least damaged of the abandoned
litters, took home to Calpurnia all that was left of Caesar;
and Calpurnia looked at her dead husband and found him
even stranger dead than living. But she was a faithful wife,
and laid out the body on the best couch, and stripped it and
laved it with scented water and clad it in the purest linen;
and she would allow none of her slave-women to touch the
body. All the offices of the dead she did with her own hands,
shuddering as she washed the loins. Then she sat at the side
of the corpse and rocked herself, moaning, as if she were
rocking at her breast the child that she had failed to bear.

So Caesar lay at rest; and those of his friends who had not
stabbed him ran away;   and the people skulked in
and tenements; and his enemies held the Capitol,

When dusk came, Calpurnia lighted candles in bronze
candle-sticks around the couch, and sat at the side of the
corpse, still mourning dutifully and trying to think what
manner of man he had been, and whether he had been very
kind or very cruel. She anointed his brow and his hands
and the soles of his feet with oil, and washed his wounds with
old wine; and after that she felt easier. No one came to